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everyone there hated the King, He did not ask himself
why, if the King were so unpopular there, he ventured
to visit it to celebrate his birthday. In the Italian camps
they said Croatia was merely waiting for Pavelitch5 s
signal to rise in revolt, only waiting for Italy to declare
war on Serbia. Pavelitch had said to him that it would
be easy to escape after he had done the deed because
the people would be on his side and would save him
from the police.

So they were a light-hearted trio in the Zagreb train.
Only Begovitch, in joking, told Oreb that he had orders
to shoot him if he showed the white feather. Begovitch
was Oreb's policeman. But he was only twenty years
old, a soured student whose life had been spoiled by
politics. He ought to have been at a university but was
a soldier in Italian pay, waiting for revolution to resume
his studies. His playful smile masked a jealous watchful
nature. He was chosen because he was the sort of
weakling who would not let the strong man Oreb fail
in his task. He would watch him like a cat.

Oreb was some years older, but in spirit he was
younger. There was a certain devil-may-care irre-
sponsibility about him. He had sworn to obey Pavelitch
and he had to go when he was ordered. But he was
not taken aback, made no protest, expressed no doubt
as to his ability to do what he was told. He was
probably without imagination. At least he could not
imagine the scene in a great city when he would have to
throw a bomb at the royal car. He was an islander,
something less than a mere provincial. He had lived a
life of crime, but it was petty crime. Nothing spectacular
characterized Ms exploits on Korchola. The illegitimate
son of a peasant girl, he had to shift for himself at an
early age. He had worked for a smuggler. Then he
became a smuggler on his own account. He started
with sugar. Owing to the state monopoly the price
of sugar in Jugoslavia was almost three times the world
price. By bringing over contraband sugar from the